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True and Thrilling Story of the Life 


~~ of a Noted North Georgian 


— 


Allen County Public Library 
Ft. Wayne, Indiana 


(Reprinted from The Rome, Ga., Trib- 
une of April 18, 1897) 


Pryor’s Station, Ga., April 17.— 
Six men have been slain by John T. 
Pryor, of this place, to avenge the 
murder of his father. He has never 
been arrested, nor suffered any pen- 
alty for his half-dozen manslaught- 
ers. He traveled through Texas and 
Arkansas in search of one of the 
murderers of his father. 

Of all stories of Southern romance 
and revenge this true history of Mr. 
Peyor is one of (R@ nivSt thrithas 
ever recorded. 
fearless man, full of tragedy, mingled 
with comedy, would make a_ novel 
stranger than fiction. 


Throughout Northwest Georgia the! 


fame of John T. Pryor has spread, 
and stories of the number of men he 
has killed have been exaggerated in- 
to a score or more. There are few 
boys in this section who have not 
heard since childhood of his wonder- 
ful shooting with pistol, rifle and 
shotgun, for he is regarded as a 
mighty Nimrod. It was told that he 
could kill thirty quail in the field, fir- 
ing first one barrel and then the other 
without missing a shot; that he hunt- 
ed squirrels with a pistol, bringing 
them down from the tallest trees, and 
as for turkey, deer and other game 
the record was decreed too unimport- 
ant to mention. It was with 
peculiar interest that I called on 
this Esau of Georgia yesterday and 
heard from his own lips the story of 
his remarkable life. His home, which 


is in sight of the railroad station 
named for him, is a comfortable frame 
house of colonial style, and was built 
shortly after the war. It is of a 
much better type than the average 
Southern farmer's home. With the 
noted and cordial hospitality of Dixie 


Land he invited me in and insisted 
that I stay to dinner. “I never turn 
anybody away,” says he. “I have 


a special roam out here where I feed 
the tramps.” 


In fact, the life of this: 


Cold Glittering Eves. 


The Pryor family was among the 
Parlicss to Séemie ay the lertule and 
very productive Cedar Valley. Our 


hero was born in Green county, Ga., 
July 22, 1840, and is accordingly fifty- 
seven years old. He is a typical Geor- 
gia mountaineer about five feet and 
eleven inches tall, and very thin and 
wiry. “Some people would say he is 


delicate. That is a mistake. He is 
all muscle. His features are pinched 
and small and a_ straggling gray 


beard covered his face. The moment 
you look at him there is one feature 
that impresses you so that you scarce- 
ly look at the others, although you 
are only permitted fleeting glances. 
Never have I scen such weird, pecu- 
liar eyes as those of John Pryor. 
They are small, gray and glitter like 
a jewel. 

“You seem as if you were looking 
throuch me at that nail head in the 
floor,” I remarked. 

“T never center my eyes On any- 
body but a person I hate,” he says. 
“T know their effect on people, and 
have often been tuld what you say, 
so thut I never stare at anybody be- 
cause it would frigkten them.” 

But for a minute, at my request, he 
looked me squerely in the eyes, and I 
saw, strenve to relate, that there was 
no white wround the little glassy, 
gray iris, while the pupil secme d nev- 
cr tu dilate, but was always minim- 


ized. If the “ere is 
the soul” this nervy North Georgia 
hero must have a peculiar soul in- 
decd. No negro in all this cotton and 
iron territory would dare to meet the 
spirit of the slayer of six men. and 
they all believe his house is heunted. 

As this history of Mr. Pryor will 
concern the period of the closing of 
the civil war it will be necessary to 
relate some of the existing conditions. 
The Pryor family, with a large num- 
ber of slaves and brand acres of pro- 
ductive land, became wealthy, and at 
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the time of the firing on Fort Sump- 
ter counted their possessions way up 
in the hundred thousands. H. M. 
Pryor, father of the avenging son, 
Was a strong 

Sympathizer With the Union. 

He believed the slavery question 
ought to have been settled without 
war. John T. Pryor, our hero, went 
to the war with a Georgia cavalry 
company, but after a few months re- 
turned home, having hired a substi- 
tute. He says he saw there was no 
hope of the Confederate states win- 
ning. 

In Georgia a reign of terror and 
lawlessness followed Sherman’s march 
to the sea. Despite the fact that 
Colonel Pryor was such a strong Un- 
ion sympathizer the soldiers of Sher- 
man burned his barns and ware- 
houses, in which were stored 365 bales 
of cotton, besides helping themselves 
to all corn, provisions, hogs and cat- 


tle they wished. Cotton was then 
worth $2.20 per pound. Just after 


the wir Colonel John Pryor sold for- 
ty bal:s he had for 50 cents a pound, 
or a otal of $10,000. The robbing 
and pandering by marauding bands 
becam so great after Sherman passed 
on thit Governor Brown was _ pre- 
vailed upon to appoint a home militia 
for p»tection in various parts of 
Georgna H. M. Pryor was appointed 
captaiewfor the Cedartown district. 
These depredations were generally 
commited, it was said, by Gatewood 
@rd-GiacHtiss scovts. These were il- 
legal Confederate scouts appointed 
by the men whose name they bore. 
They carried on a guerilla warfare. 
They tilled all the Yankee strag- 
glers hind Sherman, but at the same 
time fdt no compunctions about help- 
ing th'mselves to whatever they 
wantey at Southern houses. They 
were ordially hated by the people of 
both ‘ides, for their sneaking meth- 
ods aid high-handed deeds. There is 
no recird of how many wealthy South- 
ern people they hanged or killed, but 
some pf them are now remembered. 


Ombe:t, and a villain named Phillips, 
who wll hereafter appear conspicu- 
ously, pot his watch; Mr. Allgood, the 
owner of Trion factory, was hanged 
and Eft for dead because he would 
not t¢l where his money was hidden; 
Mr. tohen, a wealthy miller and 
merchnt, was hanged until life was 
almos extinct, and then he told the 
hidiny place where several thousand 
dollas were dug up. All the above 
victirs were among the leading men 
of Nrth Georgia. This brings this 
true 1istory down to the time of the 
Pryo tragedy, and it is best to let 
John T. Pryor tell about it in his 
;own vords. 
The Avenger's True Story 

| “A'ter the appointment of my 
‘fathe, H. M. Pryor, as captain of the 
j}home militia in the Cedartown dis- 
| trict, we began active measures to 
‘check the marauding bands,” said Mr. 
iPr33t > “One Gn be- 
twee: Pryor’s Station .and Cave 
Sprize we came upon a band of five of 
ithe o-called scouts, whom we had 
‘heen pursuing. The desperadoes wore 
larmec to the teeth, but my father and 
'T andthe others of the party got the 
‘drop on them and ordered them to’ 
lride up one at a time and surrender 
‘All o' them did so except one, who 
jwas 1ding a showy colico or piebald 
lhorse. His name, I afterwards 
ilearnd, was “Ducky” Ward, and that’ 
lhe wis from Texas. I had covered. 
jhim wth my rifle. As the last many 
| was ring up to surrender Ward, who# 
could -ide like a cowboy, threw him- 
self 01 the side of his hcrse and 
started off in a gallop. In a few mo- 
ments I sent a rifle ball after him, 
and w2 knew it did its work, as we 
saw the dust fly. Just before we took 
up our line of march with our pris- 
oners for Cedartown a man came 
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'|down the road leading Ward's horse 
land siid that there was a man lying 


dead rear a branch up the road. Aft- 
er a fo>w days in the Cedartown jail 
our prisoners were sent to Newnan 
to the military prison, but within two 


Thesedesperadoes, under the mask of 
scouts, hanged Judge Burrell near 
Rome bnd got his money; killed Mr. 


weeks had been set free and were 


back in this section. They threatened 
to kill my father for having them ar- 
rested, and a fellow named Phillips 


was very bitter. 
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often tan great risks. Colquitt, the 
leader of the Colquitt scouts, was in 
Cedartown shortly after this, and his 
men were terrorizing everybody. I 
‘was detailed to arrest Colquitt and 
‘went i: search ot him one night with 
‘another officer. We found him in a 
drinken stupor on the counter of a 
‘store in Cedartown. When we aroused 
‘him he was very quarrelsome and 
‘cursed loudly. We let him rave, but 
‘when he reached for his pistol to 
| shoot ns I saw I had not a moment 
to lose. I sent a bullet through his 
heart. All the people said it was a 
good riddance. I have now told you of 
the killing of two men. 
Murder of His Father 

“Tt was on April 6, 1865, shortly be- 
tore the assasination of Lincoln, that 
my father was murdered by some of 
the desperadocs we had arrested. They 
had threatened to kill him, but he 
never took it seriously. The murder 
occurred on the road between here 
and Cave Spring, and about two miles 
from Pryor’s Station. Father had 
been to visit Mr. Hampton, and left 
there to return home; when not one 
hundred feet from the gate a party of 
the lawless scouts met him. The 
leader of the party, of whom there 
were four, was the fellow Phillips, 
whom we had arrested in the first 
gang not far from the very spot he 
now hold up my father. Mr. Hamp- 
ton dil not like the looks of the fel- 


lows and stood out in his yard ‘yateh-! 
ing them. There was some conversa- 
tion between them, and my father, 
while his colored body servant .as a 
short distance behind. 

“Phillips then drew his pist:l and 
deliberately killed my father, shoot- 
ing him at close range throuca the 
heart. With the murderer as parti- 
ceps criminis were two men yamed 
Montgomery and Bishop, and a s;oung 
fellow whose name I do not cre to 
mention. The killing occurred about 
10 o'clock in the morning, but I did 
hea: of it until about nom sul 
\was out hunting. As quickly ae: pos- 
sible I had my horse saddled and rode | 
to the scene of the murder. I learned! 
all I could as to the murderers, and 
the body to be cared ‘o7 by 


leaving 


y 


lone of my brothers rode off with the 
'single purpose of killing the -ilty 
jmen. However, I was unable to get 
|any trace of them and returned tomy 
eome about dark. About 1 o’cbck, 
accompanied by a faithful negro and 
several friends, all on horsebacc, I 
started out again. We were rpward- 
led by striking a hot trail. At the 
| Wheelers, a few miles from myhome, 
,we found they had been robbed by 
‘the prowling scouts. One q¥ the 
Wheeler boys joined us in the yursuit. 
j About sun-up we reached old Tom 
Treadway’s and found he himslf had 
‘been driven out the house by- out- 
‘laws. Mrs. Treadway was a “god old 
soul, and was weeping as shetold of 
ithe outrages they committed, “May 
the good Lord help you to cate} them,’ 
she said, and then she fell qn her’ 
knees and prayed for the deliverance 
of the bandits into her hands, { am 
sort of an infidel, but I beliew: 

That Old Woman’s Prayr 
‘helped me to catch up with the guilty 
iscoundrels. We rode on rapidlyacross 
‘the Alabama line to Ladiga, far which 
point we thought they woulg make, 
but we could learn nothing dt them. 
| Baffled, but never despairing, I rode 
| three miles to Cross Plains, 4 point 
‘lower down. Here I could ¢4nd no 
clue. On my return te Ladig} ft oc- 
curred to me that there was afattain 
iroad teading cut cf the town sachich 
\there was a school house, anj riding 
‘there I asked the teacher’s pejnission 
to question the boys. It wa given, 
,and to my delight I was giverja good 
‘description and found the nen had 
passed there. We were joind by a 
;young man at Ladiga with a fresh 
horse, and as mine was veryspirited 
; we rode ahead of the others bya mile 
lor two. I soon could tell that we were 
jnot very far behind the gang,as the 
‘tracks of their horses were freak. I 
rode even faster, hoping to catersight 
of the rascals. It was betwen 11 
land 12 o’clock when just beyod Co- 
‘loma, Ala., I rode up in frontof the 


‘Widow Lane’s house and saw two 
jmen sitting under some tree. and 
‘three horses tied near by. I rmem- 


liper the pink and white blossms of 
ithe peach trees, and the house situ- 
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ated as it was at the foot o? the 
Wiseman mountains made a mest in- 
viting place. The men, I think saw 
me about the same time I sawthem 
and both sides were somewhat sur- 
prised. One of them made a move- 
ment to reach for his gun. I jémped 
off my horse én a single bound, cock- 
ing my double-barrel shot-gun, fired 
before he raised his. One of th> men 
fell over riddled with buckshot, while 
the other ran around the howe. I 
drew my pistol and ran after him but 
just around the corner came upgn his 
dead body where he fell. A girlabout 
sixteen years old came running to the 
door and said: ‘I am so glad you 
killed them. They threatenei to 
shoot me if I did not_cook thar din- 
ner.’ When I was about to Jujap off 
my horse one of my men had ye¥ed to 
me that there was a fellow down the 
road shooting at me. I had {ooked 
in the direction and seen the smoke. 
When I got back to my horse they told 
me the fellow had taken to the voods. 
I quickly caught up with hiem and 
killed him.. His name was Poe and 
the name of the other two, Slack 
and Tucker. 


all well armed. Tucker had om four 
pistols and about $200 in money, which 
I divided among the men who accom- 
panied me. I gave my negro ene of 
the horses and a pistol. I insisted on 
the girl in the house taking half the 
money. She would not do it, so I 
gave her $5. We then rode back home 
which I reached in time to attend my 
father’s funeral. 
The Sixth Victim. 

“For several wecks following the 
murder of my father I staid around 
home, occasionally going off on short 
trips, when I heard of Phillips, Mont- 
gomery or Bishop being in our sec- 
tion of country. They knew that it 
was dangerous for them to get into 
my neighborhood, as I would kill 
them on sight. It was Phillips that I 
wanted more than the other two, as 
he was the murderer, although I swore 


to never rest until all had bit the 
dust. The country was considerably 
excited with the news of the assassi- 


They were not the mur-} 
derers of my father, but doubtless be-! 
longed to the same gang. They were 


ination of President Lincoln, but noth- 
\ - 

ping made me lose sight of my pur- 
! pose to revense the cold-bl ooced mur- 


Ider of my father. I learned that 
| Phillips, when not on a free-booting 
}excursion, lived on a farm down in 


| Haralson county. I made a trip there 
‘in June, but missed him. 

“T was more successful on mv sec- 
‘ond trip. it was early Ip July (nav 
'one of my brothers and two friends 
'started out about nightfall for Phil- 
|lips’ home with the determination of 
killing him. We surrounded his home 
i somewhere about 3 o’clock in the 
morning. I was on a little path that 
‘led through the woods to the clearing 
| beyond. The others were well sta- 
tioned, and as he was at home, as 
we had heard and had every reason to 
i believe, we did not see how he could 
| escape. Just before day somebody 
‘came out of the house and down the 
‘path past where I iay. It was too 
| dark for me to see. I would have 
jhailed him and ordered him to throw 
‘up his hands but I was afraid it was 
‘not Phillips, he could go off and give 
the alarm, and if it was, he might 
‘get the drop on me. Therefore he 
passed on without any notion of my 
presence. I laid out there in’ the 
woods until about 8 o’clock, and as I 
had seen and could see no signs of a 
)man about the premises I gave -the 
\“Bob White” whistle for my com- 
rades. The one nearest to me came 
up and I told him the circumstances. 
We determined to follow the man who 
had gone out so early. Taking the 
path we followed it for about half a 
mile, when we came. to an open field 
at the foot of a high hill. There in 
the center of the field was Phillips 
plowing. We quickly drew back un- 
der the thick cover of the woods with- 
out him seeing us. Then I rode around 
to the top of the hill above hira and 
waited in the edge of the woods. He 
plowed on te (be ead of 4he Row Ux- 
der the hill and just as he was going 
to turn around I stepped out from the 
woods and covered him with my gun. 

“Phillips,” says I, ‘I want you.’ 

“Tet me go to the house first and 
see my wife,’ says he. 
| ““No, I want you right now,’ 


says 
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“Well, let me unhitch my horse 
from the plow.’ 


““All right, go ahead, but be quick 


about it.’ 


[ty and knew our mission. 


unless I killed him pretty quick they 
would all be crying and snivelling 
around me. Phillips, while surprised, 
showed no great agitation. 
that his time had come. 
gun on him, and when he had taken 
the harness off his horse he came on 
up. 


“Phillips, who killed my father?’ | 


says I. 

“He gave me the name of a man 
who I knew had no connection with 
the murder. I told him I had the best 
of evidence that he did the killing. 
Then he fell on his knees and began 
to bee for his life. 


“You needn't expect any mercy | 
‘I am going to | 


from me,’ says I. 
kill you.” 

He then asked for a drink of water, 
and § Toid hint We would fet over the 
fence and go to the spring. We had 
just-gotten over the fence when he 
started to run. I*drew a pistol and 
shot him in the back. He fell on his 
side and then rolled over on his back. 
I walked up to him and shot out his 
heart with my gun. 

“Montgomery, one of the other mur- 
derers, lived near Phillips and I 
wanted to get him too. I could have 
killed him that very morning and 
once before, but had determined to 
shoot Phillips first. Seeing that my 
victim was too dead to even kick 
again I jumped on my horse and rode 
to Montgomery’s as fast as I could. 
But he had gone. He had got wind 
of me and fled the country. I had 
people looking for him in Texas, ard 
I once went to Oklona, Arkansas, after 
him, but his brother-in-law so plead 
with and persuaded me that I did not 
kill him. Bishop diced within a short 
time after I killed Phillips. About 
five years ago Montgomery died in 
Arkansas. 


“About a mile away beyond the 
woods I could see the women and chil- 
dren running out of the house, and I 
|knew they had seen some of our par- 
They were 
starting toward the field, and I knew 


He knew | 
I kept my | 


“So now I have told you the tragedy 
part of my life as it occurred. I have 
told you all the truth, for half the 
truth is worse than a lie.” 


—Written by Houston R. Harper. 


Priors came to Paulding county (now Polk) 
from Greene county Georgia about 1840. The 
1850 census list Asa Prior as age &6, He 
lived at Cedartown, and was a large tand--ane 
Owner. Qwning many acres of land and many 
sleves.He was listed as worth 430,000.00 
Next was listed aqydrew J. Prior age 38, 
Haden M. age 34, Williem H.C. age 25. Haden 
femily was listed-as Ann his wife age, 33 
Sarah H. age 12, John T. age 10.(This man) 
Mary J. age8, Rebecce age 6, James age 4. 
Oen Wicher Postmaster, £.R. King Teacher. 
Asa age 66, Lucius 23, Abigail age 21, 
Angeline age 19, Wm H.C. Prior age 25, 
Physécien. Ann C. 19, Henry age 2, helen 
ege 3. Oresumatly these were all Sen’s 
family. Asa had some deaf children, it is 
seid that the cause of the Deaf School being 
Placed at Cave Spring. 
Haden Prior John's father was killed April 
26, 1865. Buried at Cedartown, Ga. 
John T. Prior moved to Oregon and lived with 
his son, and died in Roseburg, Oregon. 
John hed two children. Annie Lou who married 
Oevis. His son George merried a Miss Rose 
ye Iived in Oregon. 
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JOHN T. PRIOR 
Georgia Lou Davis 
John! Grenddaughter. 
She died in Florida 


Marked on back; 

El. Prior Electric shop 
Mrs. W.C. Davis 

423) Oaetezer iSivr. 


i 66 @ 
PRs: 
ee ny 


pA pay a Pah 


Chas pt, nive 


ri Jom) / Ae 


HT be cailek > CA 


- 7 i 
| ib mt 

; doa 
ire 

ive 


faba ye 


ipere 


7 nh arin 
af lh hb, vi. 
oF 


¥ 
oe, ¥ 


sping ip 


wpeang 


i eke 


eae 


SSeS fi te 
esata! Soattin pave es 
“ od 


is 


ELEOE LAD APES RES So 


oars 


i op pamaanereconceyseziceeeresasavecetasenateraqees ticaudesTArari cere eMeneaneETteeD 


